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The mft Umentahle tragedy 

Myl<weasdape,themorelgiveto*^^ | 

The more I have , for both arc infinite r 
I hearc Ibme noife within, dearc Love aduc : 

Anon good Nurfe ,fweet true : 

Stay but a little , I will come againe. 

:^w.Obleffed,blefednight,Iamafeard n,:- 

Being in night, all this is but a dreame, * 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiall. , . 

7/^/, Three words deare and good night indeedo ^ 

Ifthat thy bent oflovc be honourable, ^ - 

Thy par^d’MaMage,TcndbcWordto.tW)^ rL"*”- 

By one that rie procure to come to thee, . ' ■ 

•WhereandwhattimethoUWifcperformetheriteSf 

And all my fortunes at thy foot Tie lay, _ 

And follow thee my Love throughout the world: ^ Madam. 

I come anon: but ifthoumcanft not well, l.T j 

I doebefeech thee fby and by 1 come) Madam. 

Toceafe tby fuit, and leave me to my griefe, 

Tomorrow will I fend- . , > V'- ■ ^ 

^/w.Sothriv&my'foule.' • ‘ 

?»/. A thoufand times gobd-night* ‘ ' 

A thoufand times the worfc to want thy fight. -- 

Love goes toward love as Schoolc-boyes from their bookes. 
But love from love toward Schoole" With heavie lotJccs. . . 

, ; i_ d Juliet e^gdtnt. 

jHlMi^RtmtoM ^ : O for a Falkhefs vOicei * ' ; ; '! : 

To lure this Taflel gentle backe againe : ^ 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes, ^ ' 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarlc than tnirte,- 
■Withrepetitionofmy • 

It is my love that calls upon my name : 

How filver Iweet found Lovers tongues by night 
Like fofteftMuficlce to attending cares. . , tvt 

yul.R^meo. t: ; 

^ow.MvDeere. .■?” > . . ' 

3»l- What a clocke to morrow ‘ " 

. Shall 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE RomeO OJldJuliet (STC 22326) 






Romeo Juliet, 

I will not faile, 'tis twentie yeeres till thcn i 

Thweibreotwby I did call thee backe. _ 

^ iom Let me Hand heretill thou rememberic. 

W. i Ihallforget to have thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I love thy compatvyr ^ 

An 3 Tle ftill flay, to have thee flill fotgeti 
Forgetting any other home but this . 

|«/.’risalmoft morning, I would have thee gone 

And yet no farther than a wantons bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Like a poore prifoner in hi s twifted gyves, ^ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe,’-' 

So lovingjealous of his liberty \ ■ 

Ttom. I would I were thy bird.' = ‘ ' ; ' ' 

?«/. Sweetfo wotildT, '- ‘ 

Yet Ilhould kill thee With much cherilMng : 

Good night, good might. 

Parting is fuch fiveetlorrow. 

That I foall fay good'mlght'tillk-te morrow. ^ 

Re. Sleep dwell upon thine eycs,peai:e in thy brcaft. ^ - 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo Iweetto reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, '? 

Hishelpc toaave, and my deferc hap to tell. 

Exiti' 

EnterPrieralotie'rfHhaBMktt. ■ ‘ 

Fri. The grey ey’d morne ftnilef on the frowning night. 
Checkring the Eaftcrn clouds with ftreakes of light : 

And fleckeld darknefle like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth d^es path, and 7l»#f »/burnimg wheeles. 

Now ere the tonne advance his bumingeye, " 

The day to cheere , and nights dahke dew to dry, 

I nioft upfill this Ofier Cage ofours, 

Withbalefull vveeds, and pfecions juiced flowers. , 

^e eaith that’s natures mdther In her Tombe ; ^ ^ 

What is her bur vitis Grave, tb^ IS her womhe; 
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